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AS ittle Boy Blue 


The little toy dog is covered with dust, 
But sturdy and stanch he stands; 

And the little toy soldier is red with rust, 
And his musket moulds in his hands. 

Time was when the little toy dog was new, 
And the soldier was passing fair; 

And that was the time when our Little Boy Blue 
Kissed them and putthemthere.. need" 





“Now, don’t you go till I come,” he said, ee “ 
“And don’t you make any noise!” = 

So, toddling off to his trundle-bed, 
He dreamt of the pretty toys; 

And, as he was dreaming, an angel song 
Awakened our Little Boy Blue— 

Oh! the years are many, the years are long, 
But the little toy friends are true! 


Aye, faithful to Little Boy Blue they stand, 
- Each in the same old place— 

Awaiting the touch of a little hand, 
The smile of a little face; 

And they wonder, as waiting the long years through 
In the dust of that little chair, 

What has become of our Little Boy Blue, 

#x.. Since he kissed them and put them there. 
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Bee Sia Plin Sree 


Have you ever heard of the Sugar-Plum Tree? 
Tis a marvel of great renown! 

It blooms on the shore of the Lollipop sea 
In the garden of Shut-Eye Town; 

The fruit that it bears is so wondrously sweet 
(As those who have tasted it say) 

That good little children have only to eat 
Of that fruit to be happy next day. 





When you've got to the tree, you would have a hard time 
To capture the fruit which I sing; 
The tree is so tall that no person could climb 
To the boughs where the sugar-plums swing! 
But up in that tree sits a chocolate cat, 
Anda gingerbread dog prowls below— 
And this is the way you contrive to get at 
Those sugar-plums tempting you so: 


You say but the word to that gingerbread dog 
And he barks with such terrible zest 
That the chocolate cat is at once all agog, 
As her swelling proportions attest. 
And the chocolate cat goes cavorting around 
i From this leafy limb unto that, 
s And the sugar-plums tumble, of course, to the ground— 
Hurrah for that chocolate cat! 





There are marshmallows, gumdrops, and peppermint canes, 
With stripings of scarlet or gold, 
And you carry away of the treasure that rains 
As much as your apron can hold! 
So come, little child, cuddle closer to me 
In your dainty white nightcap and gown, 
And [’ll rock you away to that Sugar-Plum Tree 
In the garden of Shut-Eye Town. 





“fiddle-Dee- Dec i 


There once was a bird that lived up ina tree, 
And all he could whistle was “Fiddle-dee-dee”— 
A very provoking, unmusical song 
For one to be whistling the summer day long! 
Yet always contented and busy was he 

With that vocai recurrence of “Fiddle-dee-dee.” 


Hard by lived a brave little soldier of four, 

That weird iteration repented him sore; 

“T prithee, Dear-Mother-Mine! fetch me my gun, 
For, by our St. Didy! the deed must be done 
That shall presently rid all creation and me 

Of that ominous bird and his ‘Fiddle-dee-dee’ !” 


Then out came Dear-Mother-Mine, bringing her son 
His awfully truculent little red gun; 

The stock was of pine and the barrel of tin, 

The “bang” it came out where the bullet went in— 
The right kind of weapon I think you'll agree 

For slaying all fowl that go “Fiddle-dee-dee” ! 


The brave little soldier quoth never a word, 
But he up and he drew a straight bead on that bird; 
And, while that vain creature provokingly sang, 
The gun it went off with a terrible bang! 
Then loud laughed the youth— 

“By my Bottle,” cried he, 
“T’ve put a quietus on ‘Fiddle-dee-dee’!” 


Out came then Dear-Mother-Mine, saying: “My son, 
Right well have you wrought with your little red gun! 
Hereafter no evil at all need I fear, 
With such a brave soldier as You-My-Love here 
She kissed the dear boy. 

(The bird in the tree 
Continued to whistle his “Fiddle-dee-dee”’ ! ) 
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G. | (CE ; [ A There’s a dear little home in Gotd:-Childen street— 
ooa- Luazen My heart turneth fondly to-day 


Where tinkle of tongues and patter of feet 

S tzeet Make sweetest of music at play ; 
Where the sunshine of love illumines each face 
And warms every heart in that old-fashioned place. 


For dear little children go romping about 
With dollies and tin tops and drums, 
And, my! how they frolic and scamper and shout 
Till bedtime too speedily comes! 
Oh, days they are golden and days they are fleet 
With little folk living in Good-Children street. 





See, here comes an army with guns painted red, 
And swords, caps, and plumes of all sorts; 
The captain rides gayly and proudly ahead 
On a stick-horse that prances and snorts! 
Oh, legions of soldiers you’re certain to meet— 
Nice make-believe soldiers—in Good-Children street. 


And yonder Odette wheels her dolly about— 
Poor dolly! I’m sure she is ill, 
For one of her blue china eyes has dropped out 
And her voice is asthmatic’ly shrill. 
Then, too, I observe she is minus her feet, 
Which causes much sorrow in Good-Children street. 


"Tis so the dear children go romping about 
With dollies and banners and drums, 

And I venture to say they are sadly put out 
When an end to their jubilee comes: 

Oh, days they are golden and days they are fleet 

With little folk living in Good-Children street! 
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But when falleth night over river and town, 
Those little folk vanish from sight, 
And an angel all white from the sky cometh down 
And guardeth the babes through the night, 
And singeth her lullabies tender and sweet 
To the dear little people in Good-Children street. 








Though elsewhere the world be o’erburdened with care, 
Though poverty fall to my lot, 

Though toil and vexation be always my share, 

What care I—they trouble me not! 

This thought maketh life ever joyous and sweet: 

There’s a dear little home in Good-Children street. 


Intiy-Mintry 


Willie and Bess, Georgie and May— 
Once as these children were hard at play, 
An old man, hoary and tottering, came 
And watched them playing their pretty game. 
He seemed to wonder, while standing there, 
What the meaning thereof could be— 
Aha, but the old man yearned to share 
Of the little children’s innocent glee 
As they circled around with laugh and shout 
And told their rime at counting out: 
“Intry-mintry, cutrey-corn, 
Apple-seed and apple-thorn; 
Wire, brier, limber, lock, 
Twelve geese in a flock; 
Some flew east, some flew west, 
Some flew over the cuckoo’s nest!” 





Willie and Bess, Georgie and May— 
Ah, the mirth of that summer-day ! 
Twas Father Time who had come to share 
The innocent joy of those children there; 
He learned betimes the game they played 
And into their sport with them went he— 
How could the children have been afraid, 
; Since little they recked who he might be? 
"They laughed to hear old Father Time 
_ Mumbling that curious nonsense rime 
5 Of “Intry-mintry, cutrey-corn, 
Apple-seed and apple-thorn; 
Wire, brier, limber, lock, 
Twelve geese in a flock; 
Some flew east, some flew west, 
Some flew over the cuckoo’s nest!” 





Willie and Bess, Georgie and May, 
And joy of summer—where are they? 
The grim old man still standeth near 
Crooning the song of a far-off year; 
And into the winter I come alone, 
Cheered by that mournful requiem, 
Soothed by the dolorous monotone 
That shall count me off as it counted them— 
The solemn voice of old Father Time 
Chanting the homely nursery rime 
He learned of the children a summer morn 
When, with “apple-seed and apple-thorn,” 
Life was full cf the dulcet cheer 
That bringeth the grace of heaven anear— 
The sound of the little ones hard at play— 
Willie and Bess, Georgie and May. 
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Wynken, Blynken, and Nod one night 
Sailed off in a wooden shoe— 
Sailed on a river of crystal light, 
Into a sea of dew. 
“Where are you going, and what do you wish?” 
The old moon asked the three. 
“We have come to fish for the herring fish 
That live in this beautiful sea; 
Nets of silver and gold have we! 
Said Wynken, 
Blynken, 
And Nod. 


” 


The old moon laughed and sang a song, 
As they rocked in the wooden shoe, 
And the wind that sped them all night long 
Ruffled the waves of dew. 
The little stars were the herring fish 
That lived in that beautiful sea— 
“Now cast your nets wherever you wish— 
Never afeard are we”; 
So cried the stars to the fishermen three: 
Wynken, 
Blynken, 
And Nod. 


All night long their nets they threw 
To the stars in the twinkling foam— 

Then down from the skies came the wooden shoe, 
Bringing the fishermen home; 

"Twas all so pretty a sail it seemed 
As if it could not be, 


And some folks thought ’twas a dream they’d dreamed 
Of sailing that beautiful sea— 
But I shall name you the fishermen three: 
Wynken, 
Blynken, 
And Nod. 


Wynken and Blynken are two little eyes, 
And Nod isa little head, 

And the wooden shoe that sailed the skies 
Is a wee one’s trundle-bed. 

So shut your eyes while mother sings 
Of wonderful sights that be, 
And you shall see the beautiful things 

' Asyou rock in the misty sea, 

Where the old shoe rocked the fishermen three: 
Wynken, 
Blynken, 
And Nod. 
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Seein Sy hings 


T ain’t afeard of snakes, or toads, or bugs, or worms, or mice, 

An’ things ’at girls are skeered uv I think are awful nice! 

I’m pretty brave, I guess; an’ yet I hate to go to bed, 

For, when I’m tucked up warm an’ snug an’ when my prayers are said, 
Mother tells me “Happy dreams!” and takes away the light, 

Ar’ leaves me lyin’ all alone an’ seein’ things at night! 


Sometimes they’re in the corner, sometimes they’re by the door, 
Sometimes they’re all a-standin’ in the middle uv the floor; 
Sometimes they are a-sittin’ down, sometimes they’re walkin’ round 
So softly an’ so creepylike they never make a sound! 

Sometimes they are as black as ink, an’ other times they’re white— 
But the color ain’t no difference when you see things at night! 


Once, when I licked a feller ’at had just moved on our street, 
An’ father sent me up to bed without a bite to eat, 

I woke up in the dark an’ saw things standin’ in a row, 
A-lookin’ at me cross-eyed an’ p’intin’ at me—so! 

Oh, my! I wuz so skeered that time I never slep’ a mite— 
It’s almost alluz when I’m bad I see things at night! 





Lucky thing I ain’t a girl, or I’d be skeered to death! 
Bein’ I’m a boy, I duck my head an’ hold my breath; 
An’ Iam, oh! so sorry I’m a naughty boy, an’ then 

I promise to be better an’ I say my prayers again ! 
Gran’ma tells me that’s the only way to make it right 
When a feller has been wicked an’ sees things at night! 


An’ so, when other naughty boys would coax me into sin, 

I try to skwush the Tempter’s voice ’at urges me within; 
An’ when they’s pie for supper, or cakes ’at’s big an’ nice, 

I want to—but I do not pass my plate fr them things twice! 
No, ruther let Starvation wipe me slowly out o’ sight 

Then I should keep a-livin’ on an’ seein’ things at night! . 


She Daum 


I’m a beautiful red, red drum, 
And I train with the soldier boys; 
As up the street we come, 
Wonderful is our noise! 
There’s Tom, and Jim, and Phil, 
And Dick, and Nat, and Fred, 
While Widow Cutler’s Bill 
And I march on ahead. 
With ar-r-rat-tat-tat 
And a tum-titty-um-tum-tum— 
Oh, there’s bushels of fun in that 
For boys with a little red drum! 


The Injuns came last night 
While the soldiers were abed, 

And they gobbled a Chinese kite 
And off to the woods they fled! 

The woods are the cherry-trees 
Down in the orchard lot, 

And the soldiers are marching to seize 
The booty the Injuns got. 

With tum-titty-um-tum-tum, 
And r-rrat-tattany 

When soldiers marching come 
Injuns had better scat! 


Step up there, little Fred, 

And, Charley, have a mind! 
Jim is as far ahead 

As you two are behind! 
Ready with gun and sword 

Your valorous work to do— 
Yonder the Injun horde 

Are lying in wait for you. 
And their hearts go pitapat 

When they hear the soldiers come 
With a r-r-rat-tat-tat 

And a tum-titty-um-tum-tum | 


Course it’s all in play! 

The skulking Injun crew 
That hustled the kite away 

Are little white boys, like you! 
But “honest” or “just in fun,” 

It is all the same to me; 
And, when the battle is won, 

Home once again march we 
With a r-r-rat-tat-tat 

And tum-titty-um-tum-tum ; 
And there’s glory enough in that 

For the boys with their little red drum! 





Soa Little Buook 


You're not so big as you were then, 
O little brook !— 
I mean those hazy summers when 
We boys roamed, full of awe, beside 
Your noisy, foaming, tumbling tide, 
And wondered if it could be true 
That there were bigger brooks than you, 
O mighty brook, O peerless brook ! 


All up and down this reedy place 

Where lives the brook, 
We angled for the furtive dace; 
The redwing-blackbird did his best 
To make us think he’d build his nest 
Hard by the stream, when, like as not, 
He'd hung it ina secret spot 

Far from the brook, the telltale brook! 


And often, when the noontime heat 
Parboiled the brook, 

We'd draw our boots and swing our feet 

Upon the waves that, in their play, 

Would tag us last and scoot away; 

And mother never seemed to know 


And Fido—how he loved to swim 
The cooling brook, 
Whenever we’d throw sticks for him; 
And how we boys did wish that we 
Could only swim as good as he— 
Why, Daniel Webster never was 
Recipient of such great applause 
As Fido, battling with the brook ! 


But once—O most unhappy 7 
For you, my brook!— 
Came Cousin Sam along that way; 
And, having lived a spell out West, 
Where creeks aren’t counted much at best, 
He neither waded, swam, nor leapt, 
But, with superb indifference, stepz 
Across that brook—our mighty brook ! 


Why do you scamper on your way, 
You little brook, 

When I come back to you to-day? 

Is it because you flee the grass 

That lunges at you as you pass, 

As if, in playful mood, it would 


What burnt our legs and chapped them so— Tickle the truant if it could, 


But father guessed it was the brook! 


You chuckling brook—you saucy brook? 





Or is it you no longer know— 
You fickle brook— 
The honest friend of long ago? 
The years that kept us twain apart 
Have changed my face, but not my heart— 
Many and sore those years, and yet 
I fancied you could not forget 
That happy time, my playmate brook! 


Oh, sing again in artless glee, 
My little brook, 
The song you used to sing for me— 
The song that’s lingered in my ears 
So soothingly these many years; 
My grief shall be forgotten when 
[hear your tranquil voice again 
And that sweet song, dear little brook ! 





Te 


Down through the snowdrifts in the street 
With blustering joy he steers; 

His rubber boots are full of feet 
And his tippet full of ears. 


In an ocean, ’way out yonder 
(As all sapient people know), 

Is the land of Wonder-Wander, 
Whither children love to go; 

It’s their playing, romping, swinging, 
That give great joy to me 

While the Dinkey-Bird goes singing 
In the amfalula tree! 


There the gumdrops grow like cherries, 
And taffy’s thick as peas— 
Caramels you pick like berries 
When, and where, and how you please; 
Big red sugar-plums are clinging 
To the cliffs beside that sea 
Where the Dinkey-Bird is singing 
In the amfalula tree. 


So when children shout and scamper 
And make merry all the day, 
When there’s naught to put a damper 
To the ardor of their play; . 
When I hear their laughter ringing, 
Then I’m sure as sure can be 
That the Dinkey-Bird is singing 
In the amfalula tree. 
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For the Dinkey-Bird’s bravuras 
And staccatos are so sweet— 
His roulades, appoggiaturas, 
And robustos so complete, 
That the youth of every nation— 
Be they near or far away— 
Have especial delectation 
In that gladsome roundelay. 


Their eyes grow bright and brighter, 
Their lungs begin to crow, 
Their hearts get light and lighter, 
And their cheeks are all aglow; 
For an echo cometh bringing 
The news to all and me, 
That the Dinkey-Bird is singing 
In the amfalula tree. 


I’m sure you like to go there 
To see your feathered friend— 
And so many goodies grow there 
You would like to comprehend! 
Speed, little dreams, your winging 
To that land across the sea, 
Where the Dinkey-Bird ts singing 
In the amfalula tree! 





She Shut-Cye Srain 


Come, my little one, with me! 
There are wondrous sights to see 
As the evening shadows fall ; 
In your pretty cap and gown, 
Don’t detain 
The Shut-Eye train— 
_ “Ting-a-ling” the bell it goeth, 
~~ “Toot-toot!” the whistle bloweth, 
And we hear the warning call: 
All aboard for Shut-Eye Town! 


Over hill and over plain 
Soon will speed the Shut-Eye train ! 
Through the blue where bloom the stars 
And the Mother Moon looks down 
We'll away 
To land of Fay— 
Oh, the sights that we shall see there! 
Come, my little one, with me there— 
Tis a goodly train of cars— 


All aboard for Shut-Eye Town! 


Swifter than a wild bird’s flight, 
Through the realms of fleecy light 
We shall speed and speed away! 
Let the Night in envy frown— 
What care we 
How wroth she be! 
To the Balow-land above us, 
To the Balow-folk who love us, 
Let us hasten while we may— 


All aboard for Shut-Eye Town! 





Shut-Eye Town is passing fair— 
Golden dreams await us there; 
We shall dream those dreams, my dear, 
Till the Mother Moon goes down— 
See unfold 
Delights untold ! 
And in those mysterious places 
We shall see beloved faces 
And beloved voices hear 
In the grace of Shut-Eye Town, 


Heavy are your eyes, my sweet, 
Weary are your little feet— 
Nestle closer up to me 
In your pretty cap and gown; 
Don’t detain ~ 
The Shut-Eye train! 
“Ting-a-ling!” the bell it goeth, 
“Toot-toot!” the whistle bloweth, 
Oh, the sights that we shall see! 
All aboard for Shut-Eye Town! 


"yyeennet all 


awe 


The Duel 


The gingham dog and the calico cat 
Side by side on the table sat; 
Twas half-past twelve, and 
(what do you think! ) 
Nor one nor t’other had slept a wink ! 
The old Dutch clock and the 
Chinese plate 
Appeared to know as sure as fate 
There was going to bea terrible spat. 
(I wasn’t there; I simply state 
W hat was told to me by the 
Chinese plate! ) 


The gingham dog went 
“Bow-wow-wow!” 
And the calico cat replied “Mee-ow!” 
The air was littered, an hour or so, 
With bits of gingham and calico, 
While the old Dutch clock in the 
chimney-place 
Up with its hands before its face, 
For it always dreaded a family row! 
(Now mind: I’m only telling you 
What the old Dutch clock declares 


is true! ) 


The Chinese plate looked very blue, 
And wailed, “Oh, dear! 
what shall we do 
But the gingham dog and the calico cat 
Wallowed this way and tumbled that, 
Employing every tooth and claw 
In the awfullest way you ever saw— 
And, oh! how the gingham and 
calico flew! 
(Don’t fancy I exaggerate— 
I got my news from the 
Chinese plate!) 


{2 


Next morning, where the two had sat 
They found no trace of dog or cat; 
And some folks think unto this day 
That burglars stole that pair away! 
But the truth about the cat and pup 
Is this: they ate each other up! 
Now what do you really think of that! 
(The old Dutch clock it told me so, 
And that is how I came to know.) 








he Rack By Lady 


The Rock-a-By Lady from Hushaby street 
Comes stealing ; comes creeping; 

The poppies they hang from her head to her feet, 

And each hath a dream that is tiny and fleet— 

She bringeth her poppies to you, my sweet, 
When she findeth you sleeping ! 


There is one little dream of a beautiful drum— 
“Rub-a-dub!” it goeth; 

There is one little dream of a big sugar-plum, 

And lo! thick and fast the other dreams come 

Of popguns that bang, and tin tops that hum, 
And a trumpet that bloweth! 


And dollies peep out of those wee little dreams 
With laughter and singing; 
And boats go a-floating on silvery streams, 
And the stars peek-a-boo with their own misty gleams, 
And up, up, and up, where the Mother Moon beams, 
The fairies go winging! 


Would you dream all these dreams that are tiny and fleet? 
They'll come to you sleeping; 

So shut the two eyes that are weary, my sweet, 

For the Rock-a-By Lady from Hushaby street, 

With poppies that hang from her head to her feet, 
Comes stealing; comes creeping. 
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